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battle-plan on his knee, among the creases of his worn silken
breeches. "My poor friend Macpherson brought his clansmen
up smartly enough, and then found a ravine in front of him
that prevented him getting to close quarters with Huske's
men. I remember it even spoilt the pursuit when they ran
away, and most of George's men escaped along the 'Lithgow
road. Things might be very different now if we'd been able to
pursue properly after Falkirk. Very different from . . .
If ..."

A sudden look of despair came over the old man's face. The
fire died out of his eyes. "No good remembering/' he muttered,
and his trembling hands fell back into his lap.

"His Highness is bringing Count Armfelt to-day," said
Adlerbeth. "Did Your Highness know that Count Armfelt's
father marched in your army during the 1745 campaign?"

There was no response. The figure in the high-backed chair
seemed to have shrunk into insignificant frailty. The campaign
of '45 was altogether forgotten. The dull eyes were fixed again
upon Fersen, and with kindly interest.

"What did you say your Christian name was?" the old man
asked.

"Axel, Your Majesty, Hans Axel. My father is Count
Fredrik Axel."

"I thought so. Axle." Charles gave a little chuckle. "Do
you know what that means in English? It means a piece of a
coach."

"It means the same in Swedish, Your Majesty. I have often
wondered how it came to be a name."

"Surely," said Adlerbeth, "the name comes from the other
meaning? 'Axel' also means a shoulder in our language, Your
Highness. I had an uncle in Jonkoping who was called Axel,
and we young people used to nickname him "Shoulder of
Mutton'."

Adlerbeth, having delivered the witticism, suddenly blushed
scarlet and felt hot under his wig. He really must cure himself
of these middle-class reminiscences: he must also cure himself
of the habit of blushing. He was relieved to see that neither of
the others seemed to have noticed his self-discomfiture.

"A shoulder," said King Charles, as though considering